My galley charged with forgetfulnesse
My galley charged with forgetfulnesse,

Through sharpe seas, in winter nightes doth passe,
’Twene rocke and rocke: and eke mine enemy, alas,

That is my lord, steereth with cruelnesse;

And every oar, a thought in readiness,

As though that death were light in such a case.

An endlesse wind doth teare the sail apace

Of forced sighs and trusty fearfulnesse.

A rayne of teares, a cloud of darke disdayne,

Have done the wearied cords great hinderance;

Wreathed with error, and eke with ignorance.

The starres be hidde, that leade me to this payne.
Drownde is reason that should me comfort,

And I remayne, despairing of the port.

—Thomas Wyatt


The Yachts
contend in a sea which the land partly encloses

shielding them from the too-heavy blows

of an ungoverned ocean which when it chooses

tortures the biggest hulls, the best man knows

to pit against its beatings, and sinks them pitilessly.

Mothlike in mists, scintillant in the minute

brilliance of cloudless days, with broad bellying sails

they glide to the wind tossing green water

from their sharp prows while over them the crew crawls

ant-like, solicitously grooming them, releasing,

making fast as they turn, lean far over and having

caught the wind again, side by side, head for the mark.

In a well guarded arena of open water surrounded by

lesser and greater craft which, sycophant, lumbering

and flittering follow them, they appear youthful, rare

as the light of a happy eye, live with the grace

of all that in the mind is feckless, free and

naturally to be desired. Now the sea which holds them

is moody, lapping their glossy sides, as if feeling

for some slightest flaw but fails completely.

Today no race. Then the wind comes again. The yachts

move, jockeying for a start, the signal is set and they

are off. Now the waves strike at them but they are too

well made, they slip through, though they take in canvas.

Arms with hands grasping seek to clutch at the prows.

Bodies thrown recklessly in the way are cut aside.

It is a sea of faces about them in agony, in despair

until the horror of the race dawns staggering the mind;

the whole sea become an entanglement of watery bodies

lost to the world bearing what they cannot hold. Broken,

beaten, desolate, reaching from the dead to be taken up

they cry out, failing, failing! their cries rising

in waves still as the skillful yachts pass over.
—William Carlos Williams 


Product

There is no beauty in New England like the boats.

Each itself, even the paint white

Dipping on each wave each time

At anchor, mast

And rigging tightly part of it,

Fresh from the dry tools

And the dry New England hands.

The bow soars, finds the waves

The hull accepts. Once someone

Put a bowl afloat

And there for all to see, for all the children

Even the New Englanders

Was boatness. What I’ve seen

Is all I find; myself.

—George Oppen

Youth and Age on Beaulieu River, Hants
  Early sun on Beaulieu water 
     Lights the undersides of oaks, 
Clumps of leaves it floods and blanches,

All transparent glow the branches 
     Which the double sunlight soaks; 
  To her craft on Beaulieu water

  Clemency the General’s daughter
     Pulls across with even strokes.

   Schoolboy sure she is this morning; 
     Soon her sharpie’s rigg’d and free. 
   Cool beneath a garden awning 
     Mrs. Fairclough, sipping tea 
And raising large long-distance glasses 
As the little sharpie passes, 
     Sighs our sailor girl to see:

   Tulip figure, so appealing,

     Oval face, so serious-eyed,

Tree-roots pass’d and muddy beaches,

On to huge and lake-like reaches,
     Soft and sun-warm, see her glide,—
   Slacks the slim young limbs revealing,

   Sun-brown arm the tiller feeling—
     With the wind and with the tide.

   Evening light will bring the water,

     Day-long sun will burst the bud,

   Clemency, the General’s daughter

     Will return upon the flood.

But the older woman only

Knows the ebb-tide leaves her lonely
     With the shining fields of mud.
—John Betjeman
Ship in a Bottle
It seems

impossible—

not just a

ship in a

bottle but

wind and sea.

The ship starts

to struggle—an

emergency of the

too realized we

realize. We can 

get it out but

not without

spilling its world.

A hammer tap

and they’re free.

Which death

will it be,

little sailors?

—Kay Ryan
